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By THE “* ENFANT TERRIBLE.”’ 


THE more advanced among the 
Germans are terribly cut up about 
the Emperor’s far too moderate edict 
against duelling. And the duellists are 
also liable to be cut up just as much as 


ever. 
* * * 


The Kaiser’s ultimatum is, as might 
have been expected, all personal pro- 
nouns. The following phrase is a fair 
sample: “It is my will that duelling 
amongst my officers shall be more 
successfully prevented than has hitherto 
been the case.’’ This isn’t much satis- 
faction to those who have demanded the total abolition of the 
murderous duelling in Germany. SBut Will’s will is law, and 
where there’s a Will there’s a wail. 


- “6 * 


The Russians cannot make up their minds to coerce Turkey. 
But the rumour that the Muscovite Ambassador grovels on the 
ground whenever he hears the Sultan’s name mentioned is un- 
founded. He simply raises his hat a little—Neli doffs it, in fact. 








The Boers do not like the ovation everywhere accorded to Mr. 
Rhodes in Cape Colony, and President Kruger is deeply hurt about 
it. Mr. Rhodes naturally rides a high horse. Meanwhile the 
national flower of South Africa is likely to be the Rhode(s)dendron 


What is the matter with the Indian officials? Why should they 
wish to stop an English fund for the relief of the famine-stricken 
natives? This may be diplomacy—but it is more like diplunacy. 
Let the Lord Mayor do as he wishes, and open a subscription list 
- once. Money makes the (Lord) Mayor to go—round with the 

at. 
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No. 1,653. 


The Pilgrim’s Progress was & very slow one at the Olympic, and 
soon came to a full stop. The management of the Pilgrim had a 
grim pill to swallow in the utter failure of the piece. Tne Pilgrim's 
path was strewn with (Haw)thorn(e)s, and Abingdon the best they 
could, the management thought they had better withdraw the 
piece. The Pilgrim's Progress was an Olympic one, with the accent 
on the “limp.” 

* x 


“FUN” LYRICS. (No, 56.) 
THe GoLpEN AGE, 


The age of chivalry is o’er, 
We're all in trade, shopkeeping, 
We're quite wide awake, the cash to take, 
Though, maybe, partners sleeping. 
Our wives sell hats with dainty zest, 
It really very nice is 
To see how much a ducal crest 
Can elevate the prices, 


REFRAIN :— 


So, hey for the age of buy and sell, 

It's now all the rage to try and sell, 

Your wares we'll engage to cry and sell 
In plain figures to show we fog no men; 

For Trade is no longer infra dig. 

So long as the profit’s fairly big, 

It’s quite up-to-date, so we don’t care a fig, 
If the shop has a lordly cognomen. 


And while our wives sell hats and gowns, 
We're gaily Stock Exchanging, 

And we do not care, we'll bull and bear, 
Both booms and slumps arranging. 

We'll drink our gold from bucket-shops, 
Nor care what fire the fat’s in, 

And titled sharps reap golden crops 
By taking snobbish flats in. 


REFRAIN :— 


No more we bow to courage, but 
The heroes of the bourse court, 

And honour no more is priceless, for 
It’s sold in the Divorce Court. 

And what we lack in pride, oh, well, 
We make up in effront'ry, 

No more our lives we dearly sell, 
We'd rather sell our country. 


(Refratn.) 


Norice.—The Editor will not be answerable for any contributions, artistic or literary, spontaneously sent in. No contributions can be returned 
unless accompanied by a stamped and addressed envelope. 
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Podger.—* My wife and I have both new cycling rigs. 


Scorcher. 
Podger. 


“Oh, first rate; but what's that large pocket for?” 
‘Bless me, if I haven’t got my wife’s; then she has mine 


The’ Modern Odysseus Interviews Cecilius 


Cape-nsis. 
Anp when‘! had left the Islands of the Blest far astern, I came 
to anchor ina haven where Eurus—even the east wind—rageth 


furiously, and behind the haven isan exceeding high mountain, 
flat-topped, like unto a table, at whose base are spread vineyards, | 
and white mist ever curls about its summit. And looking land- 
wards, I saw a man among men, & king in all save name, standing 
astride the moles on each side of the harbour entrance. With one 
consent the people made acclaim, saying ‘‘ This is our idol 
Rhodes "’; but I marvelled greatly at the misnomer, for never was 
there mortal more keen in council and war than Cecilius Capensis 
—yet is he loathed of the Baotians who dwell across the Vaal 
River, where it is ever political night, oppressors of patriots, and 
suppressors of papers. And Cecilius would fain singe the beard 
of the crafty Kruger, even as Drake of old did unto Philip at Cadiz, 
but sundry in the Islands of the C(r)arsiterides—even the lesser 
sritons that think in hamlets not Empires—have stayed his hand, 
and the Colossus must needs bide his time. Gazing on him,I said, 
“‘Cecilius, thou art in sooth like unto mine ancestor, Odysseus 
Senior, ‘the steadfast and goodly,’ for thou hast been in dire stress 


— ; others sore. 


How do you like mine?” 


Roomy Reflections. 


Greedy Little Tommy (eyeing the rag- 
ments of the Christmas fare).—‘‘ Ma, you 
might have let me wear one of pa’s 
weskits on Christmas Day!” 








Evasive. 


Policeman (to Suspicious - looking 
Character.—‘“‘ Have you been passing 
any bad money?” 

Suspicious - looking Character.— 
‘Dunno, guv’nor. Have you bin drop- 
ping any?”’ 








Not so “ Dusty.” 


Mr. Closfist (sharply, to dustman on 
Boxing Day).—‘* What do you want ?”’ 

Facetious Dustman.—‘‘ I’ve come tor 
the ‘ dust,’ guv’nor—a Christmas Box, 
you know!” 











sé Fun’s 33 
Recommendations. 


NEVER take two helpings of soup; it’s 
very low, and makes the soup low, too. 


” Don’t talk with your mouth full; 
wait until it is empty, then it will pro- 
bably match your head. 

Don’t shake a person’s hand as if it 


were a pump-handle, unless you want 
to be taken for a milkman. 





Always be punctual to your appoint- 
ments, especially if the lady is young 
and pretty. 


Treat all females with the greatest 
respect, and to whatever else they like 
to drink. Of course, it doesn’t matter 
about your wife. 





Always give up your seat to a lady; 
but you need not go to the extent of 
giving up your country seat to her. 


Don’t say smart things and make 


Always give a lady the inside of the 
pavement, though goodness only knows 
what she will do with it, and, in all pro- 

|  bability, your sole thanks will be a stony 
” | stare. 


‘twixt the Scylla of Jamesonius, and the Charybdis of the restless 
Barbarians, and even now the deathless gods plague thee, sending 
down pitiless fire on thy dear home—the name whereof I cannot 
pronounce aright—while sundry of the Press press-age for thee 
ruinous doom—even the ‘jesting pilot’ of public(-house) opinion 
that pursues thee with ‘Truth’ and deems thee to be ‘a Colossus 
stuffed with clouts.’” 


And at my words Cecilius Cape-nsis waxed merry, saying, 
‘“* In(di)vino veritas, O chip of the old block! I fear no foe, e’en 
though he be in shining official armour, for now I would fain fare, 
mid fa(i}n fares, to my Mother England in a Unionist ship, where 
I shall a tale unfold to the wise men of Gotham-—to wit, the Select 
Committee that would ‘feelingly persuade me what I am’ not.” 
‘That is ‘ As You Like It,’’’ I made reply, and Cecilius answered, 
‘‘ By no means, the days are not far hence when the land of gold 
and precious jewels shall shine red from Zambezi to Cape Agulhas, 
not with blood, but with the pigment usually selected to denote the 
British Empire from the box of colours. Take my word for it, 
Odysseus minor, ‘ alles zal recht komen.’ ”’ 


I regretted that I had not a Dutch dictionary, for I knew they 


were words of wait that had fallen from the lips of the Colonial 
Colossus. 
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Fire! 


THE firemen had a flare up last week 
at headquarters, but, though all the men 
carried their hose, the only things that 
were played on were the musical instru- 
ments, but, fortunately, nobody was put 
out. 











A Suburban Vintage. 
By A SUPPORTER OF Home INDUSTRIES. 


[A correspondent informs the Daily 
Telegraph trat a resident in the wilds 
of Brixton Hill has made and laid down 
a goodly stock of wine made from grapes 
grown in his garden. He calls it the 
‘* Brixtonian’”’ brand. } 


Some praise Irroy, and Hiedsieck some, 
But on these points I shall be Mumm ; 
I would no Frenchman’s feelings shock 
By eulogising Rhenish hock. 

I never feel the least bit merry 

Upon old-fashioned port or sherry, 
And, really, I don’t care a bit 

For superfine Chatéau Lafitte ; 

In fact, tis time we’d had enough 

Of this high-sounding foreign stuff ; 
But let me, let me drink my fill 

Of luscious wine from—Brixton Hill ! 


Natives. 


THE Lord Mayor is anxious to open a 
Famine Fund at the Mansion House for 
the foodless thousands in India. Doubt- 
less his experience at the Colchester 


Oyster Feast has given him a tender Mr. J.C), Theat I do. Gabaed | 


feeling towards natives. 


—_—_—$—$—$—————— _ 


My Neighbour’s Eye. 


SUBURBAN Clapham is my home; 
I’m living now at No. 10, 
Glenlivet Road, a place that some 
Would call a ‘ poky little den.” 
It is not that, but still I find, 
However cunningly I try, 
However close I draw the blind, 
I can’t escape my neighbour's eye, 


She knows—of course, it is a she— 
Exactly what my income is, 
My servants’ duties to a T, 
And when they get their wages “ riz,"’ 
She knows far better than my wife 
My age and previous histcry. 
The inmost secrets of my life 
Cannot escape my neighbour’s eye. 


She knows precisely how we live 
And what we do each mortal day ; 
She knows each friend and relative 
Who comes to call on us or stay ; 
She knows, confound her! what we eat; 
She spots the weekly ‘‘ fragment-pie,”’ 
And ev’ry joint of butcher’s meat 
Is counted by my neighbour's eye. 


She knows, whenever there’s a row, 
What trifle causes the upset ; 
And she can tell, the saints know how, 
The moment I get into debt. 
She’s driving me, I’m certain fast 
To suicide; so, when I die 
Writecn my tomb :— 
‘A. B. 
At last 
He has escaped 
His NeicHsBovur’s Eyg,”’ 









































































QUANTITY BEFORE QUALITY. 


The Earl.—‘ And so you prefer oil-paintings to water-colours, Mr. Jumpt-Uppe?” 


You get’s more for your money, yer know. Now, I’ve got 


oil-paintings at home, my lord, that’s got tons o’ paint on 'em!”’ 


“Fun’s” Filosophy. 


TEMPERANCE is a virtue which should be practised by all men; 
even by Good Templars. 


There is hardly anything so useful in the battle of life as striking 
the first blow. Many a man has saved 103. by asking a hard-up 
acquaintance to lend him half-a-crown. 


It is just as well that neither men nor women have any idea of 
what married life is like previous to taking the important step, or 
I fear there would be a great drop in the statistics of population. 

The reason why the French excel in cookery is because necessity 
is the mother of invention. Had they possessed Southdown mutton 
or Scotch beef, they would still have been where we are now. 

When a man is said to be fairly sober, it may be taken for granted 
that he was also fairly intoxicated. 

The average woman always desires the impossible—that is to say, 
she wishes the man whom she marries to be her master, and yet 
she invariably wants to have her own way. 

When I was at the Zoo the other day I could not help wondering 
whether the Darwinian theory would not be better expressed by 
saying that we had “ ascended ” instead of ‘‘ descended’’ from the 
ape ! 

In spive of the accusation that female conversation tends to 
frivolity, 1 have never yet heard a woman lay herself open to mis- 
construction asthe male thing does who observes that he is “a 
plain, common-sense man.” 

This would be a better world to live in, if sarcasm was not too 
often considered wit. 

I am afraid you won't read anything from me next week, as I am 
about to devote the next few days to the consideration of the 
question, ‘‘ What is the difference between a woman in a temper 
and one who is out of temper? ”’ 

I cannot altogether credit the belief which some very good men 
possess, that the prayers of women and children are always heard, 
otherwise I take it that the Education Act would never have been 
passed, and it would never have become penal to kill smal! birds. 
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Winkle (to grinning Boy).—‘ Look here, you young rascal, are you making game of me?”’ 


Bov.—** Oh, dear, no, Sir! If oi done that, yer might shute yerself, Sir!” 
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Home Again! Rhodes— First he hampered all our’ Rhodes— AtthestartI felt ‘‘resigned”’; 
trade, But for action soon I pined— , 
John Bull—Anything to declare ? And he laws and taxes And “retirement ’’ declined! 
_ Rhodes— All fair and square 4, made, Bull— So should I! F 
Re fer on T'me aware: Till I thought there'd be a . : 3 
gee only to Aetiinenites Raid! Ehodes— Said = Kruger: ‘I forbid ; 
? F it ” a4 
Bull— | What? Bull— So did 1! Still I ital : 
t amid 3 
| Rhodes— The Truth without Rhodes— Freedom is an _ English — esa. : 
ruth ! need— 
Thewerenene nothing eat trapped must soon Bull— ware u tell us how you 
ut the truth! é freed— , 
| Which the unctuous rectitude Bull— Do you think you will Rhodes— By and bye! 
| Of the Radical and oo succeed ? Rhodes— Kruger’s insults ‘‘ raised my 
a. cee | ee | Beetle Sander 
— 5 os oes US 35 CANNOL, Rhodes— Sol plotted and I planned, Shall a free-born Afrikander 
bed te Ney pled pd cai Till a scheme I had in hand To a petty despot pander ? 
| BRhodes~- What? That bine good as it was Bull— Better die! 
; rand— 
Bull (whispers)— Tommy-rot! Bull— . Pretty nigh ! Rhodes— So I _broke the native 
Can you tell me, ‘“‘on the Rhod i rising— 
quiet,” odes— Then there came that Bull— In & manner most sur- ; 
What occasioned all the Th . udden start, , prising— 3 
riot? . rt sate my apple What's the game that you’re : 
| Just ‘ between us,”’ you and - advising ? | & 
| me! Bull— Well, I’m sorry from my Rhodes— B 2 hes! | @ 
if Rhodes— Let me see ! heart ! . benalingg | § 
i I have always said and felt Rhodes— So am I! Rhodes— Now, I've just run over here : 
In the City or the Veldt, Rhodes— Then began the great to-do— To put matters straight and a 
White Dominion, Freedom Little William and his crew Ses Uaioe t do not feast | aa 
spelt— With their cock-a-doodle-do! Seg = OF BOs Eee a 
Bull-~ Why, it’s trite | Bull— All my eye ! — iooander | @ 
Rhodes— But a + aya said; ‘‘ All my Rhodes— And my a made one Rhodes— From the warpath grim and : 
> : — attack— gory— . 
~ se his finger in the pie ; baba ys stretched me on Bull— You —_ gathered greater 
B — ' ; ~~ gory, 
el a Bull— But you'll let them “ have And you'll have to tell the 
‘ ) - eal | it back"’ ? story— 
raps you're right Ri} By and bye | Rhods By and bye! 
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HOME AGAIN! 


CUSTOMS’ OFFICER BULL (LOQ.).—“ HAVE YOU ANYTHING TO DECLARE?” 


HON. CECIL RHODES.—“ YES; THE TRUTH, THE WHOLE TRUTH, AND NOTHING BUT THE TRUTH.” 


(For Cartoon Verses see page 12.) 
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Dame Europa, 


THE OLD WOMAN WHO LIVED IN THE SHOE THAT 
PINCHES; Oz, HARLEQUIN “ FUN” AND THE CONCERT 
THAT WAS INDEFINITELY POSTPONED. 

An EXTRAVAGANZA IN Onze TRANSFORMATION SCENE. 


(Continued from page 246, Vol. 64.) 





Characters :— 


Dame Europa.... A Little Lady, with a large family. 
TOWN .eeeeeeeee+s The Eldest. Very stuck up. 
Bill ............ The Pattern Boy. Rather a loud pattern. 


Nicky .......... An Artful Lad, with ideas as to his own 
advancement. 

Francis ........ A Nervous Youth, suffering from Mono-Rov- 
mania. 

Humbert ....+++ The Baby, “‘ kept in the dark,” and threatened 
with the * black man.’ 

MUM cocccccece A Little Beast. 

La Bellona...... The * Beauty,” 

AND 
FON... cose The Friend of the Family. 





Scene.—A Howling Wilderness in Asia Minor, 


John.—Now, now! To business! Let me first explain 
That Abdul here’s been going it again! 

Nicky.—What! Little Abdul? 

Bellona.—What! This leetle child! 

John.—Yes, yes, he’s been and gone—— 

Francis (confidentially).— Draw it mild! 

John.—As I was saying he’s been, so I've read 
A-massacring poor Armenians! 

Humbert.-—Punch his head ! 

Bellona.—The pretty pet! He would not torture flies——~ 

Nicky.—Suppose he has! He must 

John.— What ? 

Nicku.—Apologise ! 

John.—Apologise! Good heavens! Hark, friends, hark, 
Ten thousand simple peasants— 

Francis (confidentially).—Keep it dark ! 





(Bill comes forward proudly.) 


Bill.—Allow me! All of you I find are wrong, 
I have it in a nutshell—in a song— 


(He unrolls MS, and begins to sing.) 
(They throw him away.) 


Francis.—I d~n't know really, if we’ve been polite. 
Nicky.—I cannot stand his songs! 
Bellona.—No, serve him right. 
Humbert.—But what of Abdul ? 
John.—Yes, that’s just the point! 
I see The Times 
Francis.-Exactly, ** out of joint.” 
Nicky.—I've an idea —— 
Bellona.—Sapristt! vive la Russe! 
Nicky.—A quite original idea ! 
John,—The deuce. 
Nicky.—Suppose we have a concert! understand ? 
John.—H'm, yes, perhaps—but who'll conduct the band ? 
(Bill steps proudly forward. 
They throw him away as before.) 





Nicky.—My dearest John, there’s not the slightest need 
For a conductor—— 
John.—No? 
Nicky.—No, no, indeed ! 
Let's start! A song for Abdul shall be first, 
Avd we will sing the chorus till we burst! 


(They place Abdul in centre of stage and sit round him.) 
ABDUL (song) :— 
Abdul.—I haven't done nothing at all— 
But I won't go and do it again! 
Chorus.—You had better not do it again. 


Abdul.—I haven't done nothing at all, 
But the weakest must go to the wall— 
So I carol the humble refrain :— 
Oh, I won't never do it again. 


Chorus.—He won't go and do it again! 





John.—I£ you do I had better explain—— 
Chorus (drowning John’s voice).—Oh, he won’t never do it again | 
Abdul.—If perchance I should do it again, 
I'll apologise, yes, to you all— 
Chorus.—He’ll apologise then to us all! 
Abdul.—Of course, it would give me much pain 
If I did have to do it again, 
But, there, if I happen to fall 
I’ll apologise, yes, to you all. 
Chorus.—He’ll apologise then to us all! 
John.—Such impudence, really, I call—— 
Chorus (drowning John’s voice).—He’ll apologise then to us all! 


Abdul.—I’ll endeavour to act on the square, 
With the best of intentions I’m crammed. 


Chorus.—With the best of intentions he’s crammed ! 


Abdul.—I only desire what’s fair, 
I endeavour to act on the square, 
Though you have called me ‘“‘ Abdul the Damned,” 
With the best of intentions I’m crammed! 


Chorus.—With the best of intentions he’s crammed! 
John.—With the best of intentions, I’m d——. 


(John rushes at Abdul, they all yell, and the scrimmage becomes 
general. Enter Europa at back, she stands in dismay, calling 
“ Help, Help!”’ Enter Fun from trapdoor. Blue fire, pink fire, 
fireworks, and all sorts of musical instruments are seen and heard. 
All turn and stare at him dumfounded.) 


Europa (hysterically) —’Tis Fun! Saved! saved! You won't 
allow this crime ? 
Fun (bowing).—Pax is my motto, madam, all the time. 
Europa.—Say, shall I smack, send them all to bed ? 
Fun.—Nay, let them burn the midnight oil instead. 


Here is the cure, a wonder working leaven, 
(He waves copies of ** Fun Almanack”’) 


Fun Almanack for eighteen ninety-seven— 

A panacea that never fails to please, 
Administered for any fell disease. 

Cures quarrels, disagreements, diplomatic blues ; 
Made to instruct, and certain to amuse. 

Give each a copy—stay, give Abdul two, 

I rather fancy they will pull him threugh. 


(He distributes copies amid cheers, and in a moment there’is silence 
while they turn over the pages. Europa looks up.) 
Fun.—Well, Madam ? 
Europa.—Good as ever, bright and funny, 
But how, how can you do it for the money ? 
“ FUN” ;— 
I lay myself out, for a regular bout 
With Life’s worries and cares melancholic, 
And I bow to Dull Care, with a laugh debonair, 
And I let myself go for a frolic. 
Wit, reason, and rhyme, I mix up for the time, 
If fools say: ‘‘ Why, ue’s mad,” well, so be it, 
I am back’d don’t you see, by the mighty B.P. 
And they know a good thing when they see it ! 


CuHorvs (All) :— 


Oh, they know a good thing when they see it! 
Ha, Ha, Ha, Ha, Ha! 
(Laughing Chorus ad lib. Blue fire, etc., etc., etc., and 


Curtain). 


ee — zx 





My New Year’s Resolutions. 


ALWAYS go to bed early, 7.e., about 3 a.m. ! 

Never to be late at the office, t.e., to leave puoctually at 4 p.m. ! 
_ Never to raise my hand against my wife—to raise my foot 
instead ! 

To treat my children tenderly—to thrash ’em until they’ 
tender indeed ! aoe 


To give up cards, i.e., the cards that I leave at my friends’ 
houses ! 


To pay what I owe. Jupiter! don’t I owe that wretch of a Jones 
@ trouncing! And I'll pay him, too! 

‘To give up my club, viz., that prosy institution the “ Dead-a- 
Lives,” and join the ‘‘ Rollicking Ramblers’ Club.” 

To give to the poor—give ’em the length of my tongue! 

To be economical—as regards my wife’s dress allowance ! 
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Master Bertie determines to become a clown, 
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By THE PaRTy ON THE SPOT. 


Wednesday.—Made my way over to the Children’s Hospital at 
Shadwell. Christmas treat there. Young ones seemed to enjoy 
themselves—so did old ones. Pleasant and happy sight. Not 
without its pathetic side, though. Attended also similar enter- 
tainment at Women and Children’s Hospital in Waterloo Road, 
Lambeth. Didn’t go anywhere else. Felt subdued. Went for 
long, lonely walk witha pipe. Smoked as far as Whetstone and 
back. 


Thursday.—Got my thoughts in the direction of the latest 
Museum “ find "’—the Bacchilydes Papyrus. Pondered over it a 
good deal and felt congratulatory to somebody, but can’t exactly 
say to whom. 


SOUNDS LIKE IT! 


To those who like to make a fuss 
In matters of the mind, 

The Bacchylides Papyrus 
Has been a happy find. 

Though not in learning deep immersed, 
Us, also, it did please— 

Although we thought it, just at first, 
Some newly-found disease ! 


Down to Sandringham to see the New Year’s theatricals. Very 
good. Kissed several maids of honouv~ under the mistletoe, 
pocketed a piece of New Year's cake, and got home in time to 
celebrate Watch Night—so called because the pickpockets have 
such a thoroughly good time among the crowds. Should be called 
‘‘ keep-your-eye-on-your-watch night,” I think. 


Friday.—Spent the day among the late Lord Leighton’s pictures. 
Good effect—mucl better than I expected. Still, something of 
monotony about it, too, as I expected. No matter—much grace 
and thoughtful beauty—and you are not bound to take the exhibi- 
tion all in one dose. 


Saturday. —The world well lost—thoroughly well lost—in fog. 
Mr. C. P. Villiers, ‘‘The Father of the House of Commons,”’ 
nearly missed his 95th birthday. It came off all right, however. 


ALL THERE. 


Oh, ‘‘ the House’s ” aged ‘‘ father ”’ 
Has attained to ninety-five, 

And, it’s plain enough, he’s rather 
More than ever ‘‘all alive,”’ 

And it’s ev'ry sort of chappie 
Unconditionally yearns 

For to wish him ‘‘ many happy 
(Parliamentary) returns.”’ 


Monday.—Very quiet day to-day, after seeing the Prince and 
Princess safely to Trentham Hall. Had a few hours at the 
mgm Food Competition Art Exhibition at Queen’s Hall. Notat 
all bad. Some of it very good, in fact. Spent rest of day witl 
‘* Lord Bobs’ "’ book. “~ , | 


_ Tuesday.—Sneaked in unobserved and saw Mr. George Alexander 
(in lieu of Sir Henry Irving, unavoidably absent) present Mr. C. L. 
Carson, of the ‘“ Stage,’ with silver tea and coffee service and cigar 
box, in recognition of ‘ all he hasdone " to get a valuable railway con- 
cession for ‘‘the profession.’ Applauded the event from my heart, 
and with my umbrella. Was turned out for creating a disturbance. 
Don't care—‘‘ For he's a jolly good——.” Here, who are you 
shoving, policeman? Was informed of a lovely thing when I “got 
home. The German Emperor has taken in hand to regulate 
duelling, now! Good old regulator! Much better regulate it out 
of existence and punish that brute of a soldier of his who mangled 








an inoffensive citizen. But now this great young man has taken 
the matter in hand, I presume, I may venture to opine that ‘ Now, 
we shan't be long.”’ 


LICENSE. 


The Kaiser William (who 

Gives all the world its gruelling) 
Has condescended to 

Arrange his country’s duelling. 
In future they who let 

Their passions rise—or indicate— 
Can’t fight until they get 

Permission from a syndicate ! 

Finished the week by dining at the St. George’s Club, with the 
three ex-Colonial chiefs—Sir Charles Tupper, Sir Robert Herbert, 
and the Hon. Mr. Duncan Gillies. (Something Scotch about tbe 
last name, I fancy ?) 

THE SPOTTER. 








The Silver Grid. 


Mrs. Jawkins (tempus, 2 a.m.)—‘' You needn’t cover up yer head 
with the bed clothes! I ain’t done yet.” 

Mr. J.—‘‘ No, and you never will be until Beelzebub gets you on 
the hot coals.” 











Ist Socialist (to pal, who has somehow come in for a bottle 
of gin).—‘’Alves, matey?” 


2nd Do.—* Not me! Wot d’yer tike me for?” 


Ast Do.— Well, you're a purty Socialist! Don’t we preach 
‘Share and share alike ?’”’ 


PP Do.—'* Certingly, but while I’m drinkin’ this ’ere gin I'ma 
loomin T'orr.’’ 
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The Modern Mania. 


Ox! unless you can ride a bicycle 
With a party of ladies fair, 
Or pilot, at least, a tricycle 
With an easy nonchalant air, 
You’re considered, there's no doubt, de trop 
Now-a-days by each feminine miss 
For insanely refusing to know, 
The bicyclist’s maddening bliss. 


You may play for your county at cricket, 
You may pile up a score like Grace, 
You may equal McGregor at wicket, 
You may bow! at a lightning pace ; 
But unless a ‘“ bike ’’ you can ride 
With you’re legs thrown over the handle, 
You're straight away voted outside 
By every modern damsel, 


You’re victor at Henley Regatta, 

You've rowed in your ’Varsity eight ; 
But, oh! what does it all matter 

Your deeds on the Thames to relate ? 
Despite fame in matters aquatic, 

You’re not among those who can number 
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I WENT up to the Marylebone Music Hall 
the other night and enjoyed myself thoroughly. 
It is all so different from anything you see in 
the West—there is an air of homeliness about 
it all that you cannot get in the gilded saloons 


ad 


on 










of the Strand and Leicester Square. Itisa 

lA large hall—long and narrow, with a tiny stage 

— Goal that juts out almostits entire length beyond 

Sig ° the proscenium into the auditorium. The 

= oe curtain goes up and down, but nearly the 

re ** whole of the stage is in front of the curtain, 

not,behind it. If you are a privileged occupant of a private box, 

you discover that you get an unique side view of the “ artists.’’ It 
is very comfortable and jolly. 

Even the Marylebone have dispensed with the chairman, at 
which I was bitterly disappointed. 1am a bit of an antiquary in 
my way, and these relics of the past are very dear to me. The 
programme follows those of its West End fellows at a respectful 
distance, Red-nosed, illiterate ‘‘ comedians "’ are rather more rife 
here than at the Tivoli, and the serio-comics are a little more 
mature. The ‘ sketch artists ’’ are even less humorous than those 
in town, but they are even fuller of animal spirits. One thing was 
particularly noticeable—while there were plenty of allusions to 
drink and other kindred things in the songs, there was not an 
offensive line spoken or sung from first to last. 

There are several excellent ‘‘ turns ’’ to be seen at the Marylebone. 
Mr. Leo Dryden was here, singing his flamboyant songs in hearty 
and infectious fashion; Miss Flo Hastings, a lively lady of the 
serio-comic genus; Mr. Cecil Lawrence, a refined singer and 
beautiful whistler ; and Miss Maggie Carr, who played the banjo 


very nicely, indeed. a 
I can cordially advise a visit to the Marylebone—it is quite a 


tonic to a jaded appetite. GOSSAMER, 
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The Toper’s Testimony. 
A CORRESPONDENT suggests that a real, live, habitual drunkard, 
a well-seasoned toper, should be found and submitted for examina- 
tion before the Liquor Laws Commission. His evidence may be 
expected to be something like this :— 
‘‘ Now, thish is wot I’ve got to sye, 
I knows the pub. and all abaht it, 
And we cahn’t manage for a dye 
To do, my lords and gents, withaht it ; 
But if yer gime’s the public good, 
And if yer wants the poor to profit, 





The feats that, with skill acrobatic, 
Can be done on a ‘“‘Swift”’’ or a “Humber.” 


Your strokes at lawn tennis remind us 
Of Pym and the brothers Renshaw ; 
At football you’re nulli secundus, 
You hold golfing records galore. 
But your deeds in each pastime athletic 
This crowning essential do lack 
A record made on a pneumatic 
At Catford or some other track. 


Like Gilbert, you write lyric verses, 
Your music may flow like Planquette ; 
Your songs e’en may charm like fair Circe’s 
When to your own music they’re set. 
Were your melodies potent as Orpheus, 
Celestial as those of the spheres, 
You’re no cyclist: your harmony’s no use 
People’s laughter to draw or their tears. 


In fact, in each branch of athletics, 
In literature, science, and art, 
You’re undoubtedly facile princeps, 
In them all you've a leading part. 
Yet to seeming completeness there’s wanting 
This end of the century fad, 
This rage so insatiate for cycling 
On which all our womankind’s mad. 


Yet this feminine passion or boom, 
Or whatever it be for cyclin’ 
Far back in antiquity’s gloom 
Has its appropriate origin. 
For Dame Fortune, ’tis said, by her wheel 
Works the fate of both monarch and clown, 
And the fair sex to-day in their zeal 
One and all have eclips’d her renown. 


Long Oats. 


Jones.—‘‘I see the horses at the Home at Acton were given a 
Christmas dinner. I wonder what they gave them?” 


ll 


dhcouseiieen cc ae 


<i. i Am aaalineee tener iene 





| 
q 
5 f 
? 
3 
: 


iY 
| oa 


ee 


And if you’d earn our gratitood— 


Why, give us beer, and plenty of it!” Smith.—‘ Oh, I should think they gave ’em beans,’ 
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JOSEPH PICKERING & SONS, SHEFFIELD. 


London Office: 8t. George's Hous, Kastcheap, E.0 











Delicious and Nutritious. 


BIRD'S 
| CUSTARD 


| POWDER _ ‘Refreshing and Invigorating fo the 
| Knhances the acceptability of every 


jaded mind and body; delicious to the 
Sweet Dish or Fruit. 
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“FUN ALMANAC 


FOr 18097, 


Price Twopence; Post F'ree, 


NOW READY. 


ORDER AT ONCE, OR SEND 23d. TO “FUN” OFFICES, 
23, BOUVERIE STREET, LONDON, E.C. 





Fun’s Calendar for 1597 contains some amusing enough items.—Glasgow 
Evening News. 


Fan Almanac (London, 27, Bouverie Street, Fleet Street. 2d.) for 1897 is 
just to hand. The principal feature is Fun’s Funny Calendar for 1597. Instead 
of the usua! description of events occurring on the separate dates there are 
such items as “ Jan. lst, a happy new year to you all”; “ Jan. 5, Tuesday, Fun 
day of publication”; “Jan. 14, Tit-Bits from the words of Marie Corelli, first 
known as master pieces, 1896”; “ Jan. 27, Hall Caine invents copyright 1896” ; 
and so on for every day of the year, many of the items being smart hits at 
recent events in the literary, social, and political worlds. A series of three 
letter poetic prophecies for each month, snap shots, and a number of short 
humorous articles, with numerous illustrations, compose an issue of un- 
doubted worth.—The Walsall Free Presa. 


Fun’s Almanac is ful! of pictures and jokes. Asan example of the latter 
we may quote the following: “‘*Can you tell me where that line goes to, my 
boy ?”—* It don’t go nowhere, sir; they keeps it there to run trains on: "— The 
Citizen, Gloucester 


Taking Orders. 
ON LADY “COMMERCIALS.” 


[Lady commercial travellers are now ‘on the road,” and doing 
well.—Daily Paper.) 


WE cannot doubt they’re in the van, 
These versatile young ladies ; 

And, @8 @ consequence, poor man | 
Completely in the shade is. 

With bardihood unknown before 
They cross forbidden borders, 

And even scour the country o’er, 
Engaged in seeking orders. 


No wonder that she’s doing well, 
For splendid are her chances ; 

What tradesman can withstand the spell 
And glamour of her glances ? 

The poor old bagman of the past 
She supersedes completely, 

Ana orders greet her thick and fast, 
Because she asks so sweetly ! 


When comes Love's representative 
To canvass her in turn, 

She may to him his congé give, 
And his advances spurn ; 

But if, with far superior nous, 
He captive shall have made her, 

Will she “ take orders "’ from her spouse 
As prompt as from the trader ? 


Fun Almanac for 1897, a mirthful budget for 2d.— Reynolds. 

Fuo Almanac for 1897 is just out, and, if possible, better thanever. The 
pictures are capital; the jokes, pictorial and typographical, neat, crisp, and 
original. John Proctor’s two-page cartoon—“ Political Tobogganing ”"—ought 
to be framed by every purchaser as an exact record of “the situation” as it is 
atthe hour. John Bull leading the way down the snowy slope, holding the 
ropes of his sleigh “Splendid Isolation,” looking straight in front with a 
contented face, leaning over the seated Lord Salisbury—(something wrong 
about his beard), skilfully steering the little ship; France and Russia following 
close at heel, the sturdy Cossack steering, and La Belle France looking rather 
anxiously behind as the Triple Alliance seems to be overrunning them: on the 
one side the Radical party with Sir William Harcourt and Mr. John Morley 
aboard (having just dropped Lord Rosebery behind), too alarmed and excited 
tosteer, as they find themselves rushing headlong on to a huge rock ahead; on 
the other the Grand Turk coming an awful cropper; while on che rear slope 
of the hill Brother Jonathan is toiling rather painfully up again, having just 
enjoyed his grand slide.—Birkenhead and Cheshire Advertiser. 

Fun Almanac for 1897 is a good twopennyworth, the calendar being specially 
well done.— Western Mail. 

Fun Almanac is full of good things.—Stage. 

Fun Almanac for 1897 (London: M. Elton & Co., 27, Bouverie Street) has a 
very good two-page cartoon, entitled “ Political Toboganing.” The Turk has 
just been run down by a toboggan, manned by two doughty performers, Lord 
Salisbury, with John Bull behind him, and is about to receive the attention of 
Mr. Gladstone; France and Russia are shooting forward together beautifully, 
but are followed rather too closely for comfort by another toboggan with the two 
Kaisers and King Humbert on board. The last toboggan in the cartoon 
is inscribed with the name of the Radical Party, and is about to come smash 
against a rock ahead—Sir William Harcourt and Mr. John Morley glaring 
wildly in view of their imminent destruction, while Lord Rosebery, who has 
just been shed, is sprawling safely in the rear. For the rest the Almanac is 
decidedly funny.—Aberdeen Free Press. 

Fun Almanac fully justifies its title, the first cartoon, entitled “ Father 
Time’s Circus,” being very funny; and “ Political Tobogganing” is smartly 
illustrative of the condition of European politics at the present moment.—News 
of the WV ld. 


Paid in His Own Coin. 


An irascible old gentleman, of stalwart proportions, living in one 
of the London suburbs, has a horror of itinerant musicians of any 
description, and every Christmas the waits literally drive him mad. 
On Boxing Day one of the waits called for money. 

*‘ The waits for a Christmas box, please sir,” said the servant to 
the old gentleman. 

‘““Oh! the waits,eh?’”’ exclaimed her master, jumping out of his 
on: “ll see to him, Mary!’’ And he rushed to the front 

oor. 

‘‘ Please to remember the waits, sir,”’ said the caller, rather a 
small, dejected-looking man, with a cornet under his arm. 

“Oh, yes, I’ll remember you!” growled the old gentleman to 
himself. ‘‘ What do you expect me to give you?”’ he asked shortly, 
breathing hard. 

‘‘ A trifle, sir; it’s the usual custom, sir,’”’ was the answer. 

“A trifle,eh? In what shape or form?” 

‘* Why, money, of course, sir.”’ 

‘Oh, no!” yelled the old gentleman, ‘I'll pay youin your own 
coin! and I won’t give you a trifle, either; you shall have plenty! 
You gave me blows, and I'll give you the same! Blow for blow !— 
that’s fair!” 

And he fell on the unfortunate wait tooth-and-nail, and nearly 
pulverised him. 





The Distressful Country Again. 


THE question of the day seems to be whether or no Ireland is 
overtaxed. One thing is certain, if Ireland is not, our patience is! 
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